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My Lunch

by Kenn Nesbitt



A candy bar. 
A piece of cake.
A lollipop.
A chocolate shake.
A jelly donut.
Chocolate chips.
Some gummi worms
and licorice whips.

A candy cane.
A lemon drop.
Some bubblegum
and soda pop.
Vanilla wafers.
Cherry punch.
(My mom slept in
while I made lunch.)
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Sing a Song of Six Cents 

by Bruce Lansky



Sing a song of six cents, 
I wish that I could buy
A candy bar, some bubble gum,
A slice of apple pie.
I’d like a can of cola. 
I’d like an ice-cream cone.
There’s six cents in my piggy bank—
I’ll have to get a loan.



	 
	 [image: image3.png]



Chicken Parts

by Ted Scheu



A picture of a chicken 
is in my science book.
Since I am very curious,
I stopped and took a look. 

Some arrows pointed to the parts,
like wings and legs and breast.
I saw the beak and feet and tail,
but couldn’t find the rest. 

I learned a lot about that bird,
but still the question lingers:
Where are all the nuggets
and the patties and the fingers? 
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Cows in the Kitchen

by Bruce Lansky



I’d never seen cows in the kitchen.
That’s why it was such a surprise
when I went to grandmother’s dairy farm,
the cows there made so many pies.
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Peter, Peter, Pizza-Eater

by Bruce Lansky



Peter, Peter, pizza-eater,
How I wish that you were neater.
Half the pizza’s on your shirt.
Clean the mess, or no dessert. 
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My Lunch

by Linda Knaus

________________________________________

I didn’t like my lunch today 

and traded it for Amy’s.

She didn’t like it either, so

she traded it for Jamie’s.

Jamie didn’t like it, so

he traded it with Brian.

Brian didn’t like it, so

he traded it with Ryan.

Ryan didn’t like it, so

he traded it with Jack.

Jack just traded it for mine,

and now I’ve got it back.
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Daddy’s Making Dinner

by Jeff Mondak



Daddy’s making dinner
I’ve seen it all before
French fries black and burning
And meat loaf on the floor 

Daddy’s making dinner
The sugar bowl just broke
Fido ate the gravy
The house has filled with smoke 

Daddy’s making dinner
But I’m not one to moan
Soon he will surrender
And go pick up the phone 

Daddy made the dinner
Today’s my lucky day
Dinner’s in the trash can
And pizza’s on the way. 
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The Spaghetti Challenge

by Leslie D. Perkins



My mom’s spaghetti is the best; 
no other mom can beat it;
and every time she cooks it
I can hardly wait to eat it. 

I twist the strands around my fork
with wonderful control,
but as I raise them to my mouth
they fall back in the bowl. 

I twirl the noodles once again
with all the skill I’m able,
but as I lift them up to eat
they tumble to the table. 

I spin my fork; spaghetti winds
around and round once more;
but as it nears my waiting lips
it slithers to the floor. 

My mom’s spaghetti is the best;
no other mom can beat it;
but I would like it better
if I got a chance to eat it. 
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Creative Cooking
 

by Leslie Danford Perkins



I baked my father’s birthday cake.
I did it by myself.
I used my mother’s cookbook
that was lying on the shelf. 

The cookbook called for flour,
so I picked a yellow rose.
I washed the dirt and bugs off
with my mother’s garden hose. 

The cookbook called for egg whites,
so I chopped up all the shells.
I stirred them with the yellow rose,
which made delicious smells. 

The baking powder can was gone,
and so I used instead
the powder Mother sprinkles
on my baby brother, Fred. 

I baked the cake and then
I made some icing out of ice.
I don’t know how the cake will taste,
but wow! It sure looks nice. 

 


